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This thesis project is a TV pilot and the second
episode of the show. There is also a critical essay that
serves as an explanation of the creative work.
There are multiple problems addressed in the text, such
as growing up, living in the modern world, countries not
working properly for their citizens and other important
issues of our modern life, with a thorough explanation of
some of them in the critical essay.
The screenplays are formatted according to the current
industry standards.
The result of this thesis is two first episodes of a
potential TV show.
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MULE NATION
Pilot
“12 Years Alone”

TEASER
FADE IN:
EXT. THE SEA - NIGHT
SAID, 35, heads from Africa to Europe in his small motor
boat.
Suddenly, he hears the police sirens and sees their
flashlights.
Said hurriedly pulls out a heavy blue waste bag from under
the bow and throws it overboard, turns his boat back and
goes on the maximum speed until the police surround him.
They point their automatic rifles at him. Said stops his
boat and raises his hands.
One of the police boats approaches his boat. TWO OFFICERS
step on his boat with a DOG.
SAID
What’s up, officers?
The dog searches the boat. No success.
POLICE OFFICER #1
Nothing.
Said chuckles. Police Officer
Said falls down on the boat’s
up. Said spits with blood and
his mouth we see that he lost

#2 punches him in the face.
floor. The officers pull him
something else. When he opens
his front tooth.

SAID
Motherfuckers.
Another police boat with two officers approaches. A POLICE
OFFICER #3 stands in the boat holding the handle of a
butterfly fishing net in his hands. The net lies on a bow.
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There is something big and blue in it.
The officers smile.
POLICE OFFICER #3
Some big fish we caught here.
SAID
It’s not mine.
POLICE OFFICER #1
The forensics will decide.
INT. AFRICA - THE FAFI UNITED CONTINENTAL KINGDOM COURTROOM - DAY
It’s nothing like you ever seen in those courtroom dramas.
There is no prosecution or defense sides, obviously no
Jury. No benches.
A JUDGE, a tired man in his 60s, sits at the table in the
small elevated area by the wall, surrounded by glass
fencing surrounded by security guards with automatic
rifles. He wears a typical judge robe, and he also has a
wig.
It’s insanely hot out here, so Judge continuously wipes his
face with a Kleenex. His glasses are wet from his sweat.
The room is packed with people like at the Rolling Stones
concert - only most of those people are in manacles or
fetters. They wait their turn to stand before Judge.
There is complete silence. You can hear everyone’s breath.
JUDGE
235.
Said, handcuffed, with his face bruised and his mouth
lacking the front tooth, makes his way through the crowd.
The guards let him behind the fence and he faces Judge.
JUDGE (CONT'D)
You have been found guilty of the
attempted smuggling of twenty
kilograms of marijuana to Europe.
You’re sentenced to six months in
prison. Effective immediately.
2

Judge bangs the gavel.
END TEASER
EXT. UNITED STATES - VENICE BEACH, CA - OCEAN FRONT WALK
HOUSE - ROOF - DAY
JACK, mid 20s, sits in a chair with his back to the ocean.
He’s in shock.
JACK
Half a year for forty pounds of
marijuana?
MIKE, early 30s, sits in front of him.
MIKE
Yeah.
JACK
You’re bullshitting.
MIKE
That’s what my uncle told me. He says
it happens all the time if they get
caught, but they usually don’t. That
guy’s just a loser, but he’s gonna be
out in a few months, and he’s gonna
do it again.
JACK
Here you’d get minimum ten years. Not
to mention, you’d lose everything.
MIKE
They don’t lose nothing. They keep
their houses, their cars, their cash.
Even their fucking bank accounts.
JACK
Wow. Wow. Wow. And I thought we were
a privileged nation.
MIKE
This is a big illusion that the
government inserts in our heads, so
we wouldn’t see how miserable we are.
You know how much a house like this
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costs there?
JACK
I obviously don’t.
MIKE
Five hundred dollars a month! Five
fucking hundred.
JACK
You kidding? Do they even have houses
like this?
MIKE
Oh, they have properties cooler than
in Bel Air. My uncle rents this
palace, ocean view and stuff,
(shows him a picture
in the phone)
for just eight hundred a month.
JACK
Wow. And we, idiots, are paying three
grand for this fucking piece of wood.
Hits the wooden floor with his foot.
MIKE
Actually, we haven’t paid in three
months, but this is because
(gets angry)
of this fucking system. Where do you
get money like this here? By being a
wage slave? C’mon! And,
realistically, you can’t smuggle
drugs because it’s a surefire way to
get yourself a free rent in jail for
a decade or two.
JACK
Yeah. Our life fucking sucks. What
did you say was the name of that
country?
MIKE
The FUCK.
JACK
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Fuck?
(laughs hysterically)
I knew you were bullshitting me all
the way. Fuck! You know, I almost
believed you. It’s just sometimes you
really want to believe that there is
a better place out there.
MIKE
I’m not bullshitting you, moron, it’s
the acronym for the Fafi United
Continental Kingdom - F-U-C-K. Okay,
it does spell like “fuck.”
Mike laughs. They both laugh hysterically, enjoying
themselves.
JACK
Fuck! What idiot would name a country
that?
MIKE
Fuck!
JACK
Fuck!
They laugh themselves to tears and don’t notice the FIVE
THUGS appearing on the roof. MR. GUALTIERI, a tiny man in
his 60s, wearing a lot of gold jewellery, follows the
thugs. They surround Jack and Mike.
Jack notices them. Stops laughing.
JACK (CONT'D)
Hey, Mike...
MIKE
(still laughing)
What?
Jack makes a gesture with his head towards their guests.
MR. GUALTIERI
Jack. Mike.
JACK
Mr. Gualtieri, I swear we’ll pay you
back in couple weeks. It’s been a low
5

season, so...
MR. GUALTIERI
I don’t give a fuck. You owed me
twenty thousand a week ago. Now it’s
25.
MIKE
This is not fair!
JACK
We don’t have it. Give us a little
more time, please.
MR. GUALTIERI
Remember, what I said when I loaned
you the money? The conditions?
JACK
Oh, I was so happy to start my
business that I missed all the talk.
MR. GUALTIERI
Yeah. Okay, I’ll remind you. No big
deal. Each week costs five grand.
Beat.
MR. GUALTIERI (CONT'D)
And a limb.
MIKE
I’m calling the police.
Mike pulls out his phone, but Thug#1 twists his arm and
tramples his phone.
THUG#1
No need. LAPD’s here. To your
service, motherfucker.
Mike screams from pain.
MIKE
My arm!
Jack jumps off his chair, punches Thug#1 in the face. Mike
hits him in the crotch with his knee.
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Jack and Mike scatter and run. Mike jumps on the neighbor’s
roof. Three thugs follow him.
Jack manages to get into the house. Two thugs follow him.
INT. OCEAN FRONT WALK HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY
Jack slides down the banisters. It looks cool, but he falls
in the end, hitting the row of surfboards.
The living room is turned into a surf rental shop. The
boards are everywhere, even on the ceiling.
Jack quickly stands up and runs off the house, shutting the
door right before the thugs’ noses.
EXT. OCEAN FRONT WALK - DAY
Jack runs through the crowd. The Thugs are after him, and
they are approaching. Jack runs as fast as he can, shoving
people on his way.
Thug#2 reaches him and grabs him by the back of his T-shirt
collar. Jack jerks forward, and the T-shirt tears.
Jack runs away, leaving Thug#2 with his teared T-shirt in
the hand. Suddenly, he gets a punch in the face - it’s
Thug#3 overtook him and was waiting for him hiding in one
of the shops. Thug#3 grabs him. Thug#2 approaches.
Jack sees a GUY passing them on a skateboard. Jack tickles
Thug#3 and trips the Guy. The Guy falls down.
JACK
Sorry, bud.
Jack jumps on his skateboard and escapes.
JACK (CONT'D)
(laughing)
Yeah!
EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT
Jack, glancing around, enters the hospital.
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INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Jack goes through the hallway, looking around. Cautiously
opens the door, looks inside, enters.
INT. HOSPITAL - MIKE’S ROOM - NIGHT
Mike lies in bed with both of his legs and right arm in the
cast.
MIKE
They’re not here, you moron. They’ve
sent their message.
Jack approaches, looks at Mike.
JACK
Okay. Give it to me.
MIKE
Give what?
JACK
The message, you bubble-head.
MIKE
I am the message, you moron. Look at
me.
JACK
Oh, I was just gonna ask what
happened to you...
Mike tries to hit Jack with his left hand, but can’t reach
him. Jack steps back, then sits in a chair beside the bed.
JACK (CONT'D)
I’m so sorry, Mike. It should’ve been
me. I should’ve been the message.
MIKE
Yeah. But what happened is what
happened. Now we have to get them the
nine thousand.
JACK
Or what?
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MIKE
Or we’re dead.
JACK
Mike, relax, they wouldn’t kill us
for nine thousand dollars. One hit
costs thirty grand at least. It’s
just against a market economy.
MIKE
Reasonable, but I wouldn’t mess with
these guys. Look what they did to me.
JACK
They’ve just scared the shit out of
you. We’re gonna be okay.
MIKE
They’ve confiscated our stuff.
JACK
What do you mean - confiscated?
MIKE
They took everything, alright? Our
cars, our boards. Until we pay.
JACK
But it all is rented too. Fuck.
MIKE
Fuck indeed. What are we gonna do?
Sell our fucking kidneys? What are
the kidneys for, anyway?
JACK
I have to figure something out.
MIKE
Ahem... and you also have to figure
how to pay my medical bill. They said
it’d be around twelve thousand and
asked how I was gonna pay it since I
got no fucking insurance.
Jack stands up and goes to the exit.
JACK
I curse the day when I met you.
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Jack leaves slamming the door.
MIKE
I love you too, you moron.
INT. NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT
Jack drinks at the bar.
There
drunk
She’s
takes

is a girl on the dance floor, ALEX, 23. Gorgeous,
and insecure. She takes her clothes off, one by one.
about to embarrass herself. Jack notices her as she
off her bra.

The girl is about to take off her panties, and many guys on
the dance-floor are looking forward to it, but Jack
approaches and grabs her hands.
JACK
What are you doing? Are you crazy?
He drags her to the exit, gathering her clothes from the
floor on their way. The girl inertly follows him. The men
in the crowd are not happy.
MEN
C’mon, dude. Asshole. Buzz-killer.
EXT. NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT
Jack and Alex exit the club. She’s still topless and
attracts a lot of attention.
JACK
Get dressed.
Jack gives her clothes to her. She takes the clothes, but
doesn’t put them on.
He can’t help but stare at her breasts. She notices it,
straightens her shoulders, protruding her tits even more.
Jack turns his back to her.
JACK (CONT'D)
Just get dressed, please.
Jack stares at the wall.
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JACK (CONT'D)
Do you have a name?
No answer. He turns back, but there is no girl. She left
something, though. Jack picks it up from the floor - it’s
her passport. International.
There is her picture, her name and her country - the FAFI
UNITED CONTINENTAL KINGDOM.
JACK (CONT'D)
F-U-C-K...
INT. HOSPITAL - MIKE’S ROOM - NIGHT
Mike sleeps on his back with his legs and right arm
elevated with special hospital ropes. His phone rings.
He shudders. His legs collide. He wakes up from pain. The
phone is still ringing. He picks it up.
MIKE
What?
INT. BUS - NIGHT
Jack’s in the moving bus. He sits beside the window. A
CHINESE GIRL sleeps and snorts on the aisle seat. There is
some peculiar Chinese art on TV.
Jack talks with Mike by phone.
JACK
I know how to get the money... I’m
going to FUCK.
INTERCUT: MIKE AND JACK.
MIKE
(overly excited; the
more he speaks, the
more excited he gets)
So you’ve finally decided to become a
male prostitute. Congrats! How many
times did we discuss this? And how
many times you, fool, said no? There
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is no shame in being paid for sex.
I’m glad you finally got that, so
everything happened to me was not in
vain. I’m happy to be a martyr for
your enlightenment.
JACK
(rolling his eyes)
OMG, you’re such an idiot. I can’t
believe I’m still talking to you.
MIKE
You’re not going to fuck? But you’ve
just said...
JACK
(gets angry)
Yeah, I’m going to FUCK...
MIKE
For money? You’re gonna rent your
dick out like you rented out those
boards?.. But - you’ve just said you
were...
JACK
Fuck, I meant...
A SUPER OLD CHINESE MAN sitting in front of Jack stands up
and looks at Jack disapprovingly.
OLD MAN
Young man, the whole bus knows that
you’re going to fuck. So what? What’s
the big deal? I’m going to fuck, my
wife’s going to fuck in her grave, my
five daughters are going to fuck.
Everyone here’s going to fuck.
Old Man sits down.
JACK
(to Mike, lowering
his voice)
Listen, imbecile, I’m gonna go to
this little country in Africa to make
some easy money.
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MIKE
Oh.. you should have used the
article.
JACK
So.. I’m gonna need some hook ups
there. You said your uncle is in
business.
MIKE
He’s not exactly in this business,
but he can definitely hook you up. He
knows people... Wow. I’m so excited,
I wanna dance.
He looks at his legs in the cast. It makes him sad.
MIKE (CONT'D)
I’ll call him first thing in the
morning. When are you going?
JACK
Tomorrow.
MIKE
So fast, huh? Okay, I’ll see you
tomorrow and we’ll discuss
everything.
JACK
I’m on my way to Frisco, Mike. I
wanna say goodbye to my brother
first, and then take off from there.
MIKE
How about saying goodbye to me, your
only friend on this planet?
JACK
That’s not true, and, Mike - goodbye.
Jack hangs up. Smiles.
Mike chuckles.
MIKE
Asshole.
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EXT. THE SAN FRANCISCO BAY AREA - MOTHER’S HOUSE - NIGHT
We see a middle income single-story little box, nothing
fancy. All the windows are dark.
A taxi pulls over.
Jack gets out of the car and goes to the backyard through
the driveway.
There is a kitchen garden in the back yard, illuminated by
a dim streetlight. Jack makes every step carefully in order
not to trample anything.
He approaches a window, pulls a small flashlight out of his
pocket and turns it on.
INT. MOTHER’S HOUSE - BENNY’S ROOM - NIGHT
BENNY, 12, sleeps in his bed. A flashlight illuminates his
face, aiming at his closed eyes. Benny feels something,
opens his eyes. He’s dazzled, but not annoyed at all - he’s
extremely happy!
BENNY
Jack!
He jumps out of bed and runs to the window, opens it, and
stretches his hands to his brother.
EXT. BACKYARD - NIGHT
Jack pulls Benny out of the window. They hug.
JACK
Little bro!
BENNY
Little bro my ass!
(kicks him softly)
Where’ve you been? I missed you.
JACK
I missed you too, Benny, and I wanted
to come, but life’s been so crazy...
BENNY
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Good for you. Mine is boring.
They go to a little wooden terrace with a table, chairs and
a garden swing. Jack plucks a tomato from the shred, wipes
it with his shorts.
JACK
I love your tomatoes, Benny.
Jack bites the tomato. Relishes.
JACK (CONT'D)
Unbelievable. This is the best tomato
ever. You’ll never buy anything like
this at those bullshit organic
stores.
BENNY
It’s just a chore, I don’t enjoy
growing them.
JACK
C’mon, you actually create something.
They sit down on the swing.
BENNY
(flattered)
I mean, I’m really glad you like
them. It means a world to me. Do you
want to take more?
JACK
I’m afraid I can’t. I’m leaving
tonight.
BENNY
Where are you going?
JACK
Promise you won’t tell Mother?
BENNY
I never tell her anything.
JACK
I’m going to Africa!
BENNY
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Oh wow! Where exactly?
JACK
To this funny kingdom across the sea
from Europe.
BENNY
(excited)
The FUCK?
JACK
(amazed)
How do you know?
BENNY
Well, our geography class got real
funny when we studied North Africa.
And I wrote an essay on it.
JACK
You did?
BENNY
Yeah.
JACK
Wow. So many signs. I’ll definitely
succeed there.
BENNY
What are you gonna do there? You
don’t speak any of their languages,
you don’t have any marketable
skills...
JACK
Whoa, whoa...
BENNY
Is it something illegal you’re going
to do?
Jack stands up.
JACK
Okay, little bro, I gotta be heading
to the airport.
BENNY
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Is it something illegal?
JACK
Listen, I’m gonna be okay. Alright?
Don’t you worry about me.
Benny stands up and hugs Jack.
BENNY
Take me with you!
JACK
I can’t, little bro, you’re Mother’s
property until you turn 18.
BENNY
Doesn’t it suck?
JACK
It sure does, little bro. Been there.
BENNY
I’ve been saving.. I got 240 dollars.
Do you want it?
JACK
(touched)
I’m good, Benny. Okay, I have to go.
Jack leaves with his eyes wet. He tries not to look back,
but can’t help it.
Jack sees the empty terrace - Benny has already gone back
to the house.
INT. MOTHER’S HOUSE - NIGHT
Benny tiptoes through the house. He enters MOTHER’s room.
She sleeps, snoring. Her purse is on the dressing table.
Benny takes it and leaves the room.
INT. SAN FRANCISCO INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT - NIGHT
Jack wanders around, waiting for his flight. He looks at
the display board - his flight appeared. Jack strides to
the check-in desks. Suddenly he stops, stunned -
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There is this girl, who wanted to take all her clothes off
at the night club the other day. Jack follows her, locks
eyes with her, but she doesn’t seem to recognize him.
She looks a little bit odd. Her eyes are wild. The total
first impression of her might be that she’s kind of
deranged. But Jack likes it. He seems to like everything
about her.
JACK
Hey, hey!
Jack stands on her way, making her stop. She looks at him
with her wild eyes.
JACK (CONT'D)
It’s me. From the night club,
remember?
She just looks at him.
JACK (CONT'D)
I have your passport.
He searches in his bag and finds her passport, gives it to
her.
JACK (CONT'D)
You’re gonna need it for your flight.
She nodes as if she says “thank you”, takes the passport
and wants to leave, but Jack just can’t let her go.
JACK (CONT'D)
Are you going to the FU... um...
Fafi-something-kingdom?
No word from her.
JACK (CONT'D)
You don’t look like you’re from that
region. I mean, I obviously peeked
into your passport, but... What are
you doing in Frisco? You were in LA
just yesterday. There are better
flights from there, I just needed to
visit my little bro. Say something,
please!
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ALEX
It’s not my passport.
She quickly bypasses Jack and dissolves in the crowd,
leaving Jack stunned and confused.
JACK
What the fuck?
An AIRPORT ATTENDANT passes by.
AIRPORT ATTENDANT
Excuse me, sir, if you’re flying to
the FUCK, you better check in early
to get a window seat. You don’t wanna
seat by the aisle on your final
segment, believe me.
INT. PLANE - AIRBORNE - DAY
Jack sits on the aisle, looking at the face of a goat that
stands beside his seat. The whole aisle is filled with
goats and sheep.
FLIGHT ATTENDANT’S VOICE IN THE
SPEAKER
Dear passengers, due to a great
number of animals in the aisle, we
will not feed you. I repeat: there
will be no food in the next five
hours or probably more, because we
never arrive on time. Thanks for
flying Fafi Airlines.
The goat bleats Jack in the face. Jack closes his eyes,
remembers...
FLASHBACK. INT. THE SAN FRANCISCO BAY AREA - MOTHER’S HOUSE
- KITCHEN - DAY
Jack, 17 at the moment, and Benny, 5, sit at the table,
Benny on Jack’s lap. Jack teaches Benny to read by writing
words down on a piece of paper. He writes “Little Bro” in
big printed letters.
JACK
So, Benny, what does it say?
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The boy does his best to read it.
BENNY
(reading)
Little bro.
(excited)
It’s me! It’s I Little Bro!
JACK
(laughing)
Yeah, it’s you, buddy!
Jack ruffles his hair.
BENNY
Can you write it down?
JACK
What? “Buddy”?
BENNY
Yeah.
JACK
Can you?
BENNY
I guess.
Benny takes a pen and writes: BADI.
Jack laughs.
BENNY (CONT'D)
Why are you laughing? That’s not
funny! You, buddy!
We hear the sound of the keys opening the door.
MOTHER (O.S.)
Are you teaching him those stupid
words again? Jack, what did I tell
you about this?
JACK
Hi, Mother. How was your day?
MOTHER (O.S.)
Shitty. As usual.
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We can’t see Mother, and focus on Jack and Benny instead.
Mother, off-screen, takes off her heels, opens the
refrigerator, warms something up in the microwave. We only
hear the sounds.
BENNY
Sitty!
Benny tries to write it down - SITI.
Jack laughs.
JACK
Oh, little bro!
MOTHER (O.S.)
Jack!
JACK
What? I’m not the one who said
“shitty”.
MOTHER (O.S.)
First of all, you never call Benjamin
“little bro” again, because he’s not
your buddy - he’s your responsibility
until I have finished with this
project...
JACK
And then you’ll pay for my college?
MOTHER (O.S.)
You should get a scholarship or
fellowship or whatever-ship. There
must be some free education out
there, you just need to find and grab
it.
Meanwhile, Benny writes something.
MOTHER (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I am a single mother of two, I can’t
sponsor you. I strongly believe that
if you are incapable of getting
yourself a free ride now, you
wouldn’t succeed in life even with a
super expensive diploma.
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Benny writes: ZIS IZ SO SITI BADI. SO FAKT AP.
Jack sees it and laughs, looking at his brother with so
much love.
INT. PLANE - AIRBORNE - DAY
Jack smiles to his memories. Even after he opens his eyes
he sees Benny’s face. Literally - the real 12-year-old
Benny stands in the aisle, between Jack and the goat, and
shows his entire mouth in a smile.
BENNY
How’s it going?
Jack is completely shocked.
JACK
Um... Benny? Ahem.. what are you
doing here?
BENNY
Simple, buddy - I’ve decided to go
with you.
JACK
But how did you...
BENNY
Mother’s credit card.
JACK
And how...
BENNY
Fake consent from Mother with her
fake signature.
JACK
What else should I know?
BENNY
It’s all for now. Let’s go, I found
us seats together.
Benny makes his way through the aisle occupied by animals.
Jack stands up and follows him.
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JACK
I’m sending you back once we arrive.
BENNY
Watch your step!
Jack steps in shit.
JACK
Oh crap! Fuck, no!
BENNY
(without even turning
back)
Relax, it’s a good sign - means
you’re gonna be filthy rich.
Jack proceeds going cleaning his shoe up off the floor on
his way.
JACK
Since when have you become
superstitious?
BENNY
I haven’t.
EXT./INT. FAFI STREETS/TAXI - DAY
Jack and Benny are in a taxi, studying the city through the
windows. They pass the streets with beautiful buildings and
very tall palm trees.
BENNY
I like it here so far.
JACK
Just don’t get used, I’m sending you
home once Mother buys you a ticket.
BENNY
You’ll call her yourself?
JACK
What choice do you leave me? If I had
the money for your ticket, I’d just
send you home without having to talk
to her.
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BENNY
Wow. You don’t want me here that bad,
huh?
JACK
Listen, I want you to be around
forever, okay? I wish you were my
kid...
(realizing)
Well, not from her - obviously. You
get the point.
BENNY
But? There are always ‘buts’ in your
fucking excuses. I hadn’t seen you in
eight months and then you show up for
five minutes - really, Jack? Do you
even realize how fucking lonely I am?
How hard it is to share the roof with
this incredibly unhappy person? How
hard to grow up without a father?
Having no friends, homeschooling your
ass off much of the time? Growing
those fucking tomatoes?
JACK
You’ve just described my childhood.
BENNY
Yeah? You want me to turn out like
you?
Jack, offended, turns his back to Benny and stares in the
window, blindly, deeply in his thoughts. Benny does the
same. They look pretty much alike right now.
INT. CASINO - NIGHT
It’s crowded. The customers are mostly local while the
gaming personnel is mostly European.
A very fat LADY SINGER sings rhythmic Arabic songs,
probably very popular here. A MUSICIAN accompanies her with
his synthesizer. She sits on a tall stool and stares at her
iPhone while singing.
Jack enters the gaming floor, looks around, trying to spot
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someone, while moving through the tables.
The players are not very neat, most of them. Sloppily
dressed people gather around tables - few people play, the
rest just watch and discuss. When those two active players
move to another table - the whole crowd moves with them.
Jack shrugs and keeps looking around. He sees an ASIAN
LITTLE PERSON (as little as Tyryon Lannister in Game of
Thrones), female, late 20s, behind a transparent Cash Desk.
The Asian LP takes a small ladder which stands beside the
wall, drags it to a custom made executive chair, very tall,
climbs it and sits down in the chair. She opens her window
and starts to serve the customers.
Jack finally sees whom he was looking for - ADOLF H., 50s,
Mike’s uncle. He sits at the restaurant table with the
three local FELLAS, obviously mobsters. He’s the only white
person at the restaurant, so Jack figures it must be him.
Jack approaches.
JACK
Hi there. Are you Adolf?
ADOLF H.
(irritated)
Just Ad. Call me Ad. Sit down.
They make room for Jack, and he sits down.
ADOLF H. (CONT'D)
(to the fellas, in
Arabic)
So this is a guy I told you about. He
wants in.
NOTE: ADOLF SPEAKS WITH THEM IN ARABIC; THE THREE SPEAK
WITH EACH OTHER IN ARABIC TOO. ENGLISH SUBTITLES.
Jack doesn’t understand anything. Just sits and stares at
them.
FELLA#1
Why did he call you Adolf? Is it your
real name? I thought you were Ad.
ADOLF H.
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Ad is short for Adolf. I just prefer
the short version.
FELLA#2
I like Adolf. Sounds powerful.
FELLA#3
I think I heard this name before.
Just can’t recall where. Is there any
celebrity named Adolf?
Adolf nervously twirls the wedding ring on his ring finger.
ADOLF H.
It’s just a very common name.
FELLA#1
Weird. I’ve never met anyone named
Adolf in Europe.
FELLA#3
It’s probably only American name.
Like McDonald’s.
FELLA#2
Yeah.
ADOLF H.
So what about my man here? Is he in?
FELLA#1
(thinks)
We could use a white mule... Can he
steer a boat?
ADOLF H.
(to Jack, in English)
Have you ever sailed a boat?
JACK
Well, once we went to this party in
Malibu, and I didn’t remember a thing
the next morning, but Mike told me
that we hijacked some celebrity’s
yacht, so I guess...
ADOLF H.
(to the men)
Sure. He’s from Los Angeles. He sails
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all the time.
FELLA#1
Ah, Malibu...
ADOLF H.
Yeah, yeah. He’s from there.
FELLA#1
Okay. I’ll take him. We need to fill
Said’s shift.
(to his fellas)
When is Said’s next shift?
FELLA#2
Tonight.
FELLA#1
(to Adolf)
He’s starting tonight.
ADOLF H.
(to Jack, in English)
You’re in, congrats. You’re entering
a very lucrative business, Mike’s
friend.
JACK
Thanks, Ad. You’re literally saving
our asses, mine and Mike’s...
The men stand up, ready to go.
ADOLF H.
You have to go with them.
JACK
Okay. Where?
ADOLF H.
They’ll show you. Don’t worry.
Jack stands up.
JACK
Okay. Sure. I’ll go.
ADOLF H.
Best of luck.
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Adolf raises his glass of whiskey and drinks. Jack nods and
follows the fellas to the exit.
EXT. HOTEL BALCONY - NIGHT
Benny looks down from the 12th floor.
The view is breathtaking: there are small but sharp rocks
on the beach illuminated by streetlights. The sea rages.
There is a boardwalk alongside the beach. It’s crowded and
noisy, cars honk and the police whistle without stopping.
There is a coffee table and two chairs on the balcony.
Benny moves one chair to the railing. He climbs the chair
and puts one foot on the railing. Looks down, spots the
pier, focuses on it.
INT. CASINO - NIGHT
MUSTAFA, in a white sports suit which looks more like
pajamas, plays Black Jack. PAVEL, 27, deals.
PAVEL
Ten.
MUSTAFA
What?
PAVEL
Ten.
MUSTAFA
Double.
He doubles his 200-dollar bet and gets a five.
MUSTAFA (CONT'D)
Fuck you, Pavel.
PAVEL
Fuck you. Fucking moron.
Pavel spits at Mustafa, but he dodges and a spit lands on
Adolf who has just approached.
ADOLF H.
What the...
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JERRY, 40, a pit-boss, emerges from nowhere and gives Adolf
a napkin.
JERRY
I’m so sorry, he wasn’t aiming at you
- right, Pavel?
PAVEL
Yeah. I’m sorry, sir, I aimed at this
piece of shit.
ADOLF H.
I envy you guys so much.
(to Mustafa)
Got something for me?
Without saying a word, Mustafa gives him couple stacks of
$1,000 chips and a list of people scribbled on a piece of
paper. Adolf checks the list briefly, tears it into an
ashtray, nods and goes to the Cash Desk.
On his way he sees a SWEET GUY with doe eyes entering the
restroom.
Pavel gets changed by other DEALER. Goes outside.
EXT. CASINO - NIGHT
Pavel exits through the front door. Nods to the SECURITY
GUARDS. Walks slowly, lights a cigarette.
Just walking around, resting, he looks at the gorgeous tall
palm trees along the road, bending in the ocean wind. Then
he turns his face to the entrance and looks up, at the neon
sign above the entrance:
HOTEL CALIFORNIA
Pavel smiles sadly.
PAVEL
'Relax' said the night man,
'We are programmed to receive.
(starts singing)
You can check out any time you like,
But you can never leave!'
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EXT. HOTEL BALCONY - NIGHT
It’s empty. The chair lies on the floor under the railings.
The door to the room is open, and sheer white room curtains
blow insanely in the wind.
We hear the live Arabic music from the casino. It really
seems like the curtains are performing some eerie dance.
INT. CASINO - MEN’S ROOM - NIGHT
In the stall, Adolf sucks Sweet Guy’s cock.
Finished, Adolf gets up and gives him some money.
ADOLF H.
(whispers firmly)
I’ll go first. You’ll have to wait
for couple minutes.
Sweet Guy nods. There is no affection between them - only
business.
Adolf opens the door and peeps from it - nobody. Adolf goes
to the sink and washes his hands thoroughly. Then he washes
his face around the mouth very intensely.
He gets a small bottle of mouth rinse from his pocket and
rinses his mouth thoroughly, OCD-like.
The sound of rinsing water turns into the sound of raging
sea.
EXT. PIER - NIGHT
Benny shreds Mother’s passport into pieces and throws it in
the water. Then he gets his own passport from the pocket
and does the same. He smiles.
BENNY
Fuck you, Jack.
EXT. SMUGGLERS’ DOCK - NIGHT
This is an abandoned dock out of town. It’s dark and there
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is not much illumination. Several SMUGGLERS load their
motorboats. The fellas lead Jack to a boat covered with a
shed. Fella#2 drags a huge waste bag.
Fella#1 takes the shed off from the boat. It’s a small
motorboat just like every single boat here, nothing
different.
FELLA#1
(to Jack, in English,
heavy accent)
You take Said’s boat now, but later
you must buy your own.
JACK
Oh, I didn’t know you speak English.
FELLA#1
I’m trying. I don’t enjoy it much
though. But you’re part of our team
now, so I guess my English will
improve.
JACK
Yeah, okay. But what did you mean
when you said I could take Said’s
boat NOW?
FELLA#1
You’re going to Europe now.
JACK
No, no, I can’t. I got someone
waiting for me in the hotel.
Fella#2 gives him the waste bag. It’s super heavy.
FELLA#2
Chicks can wait. It’s their job. Your
job is to deliver this wonder sack to
Spain.
JACK
You don’t understand... It’s a
chil...
Jack looks at them - they’re actually scary people. Pretty
much like the thugs back in LA, only fat and Arabic.
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JACK (CONT'D)
Guys, my chick is new in town. I
promised to take her to dinner.
She’ll starve.
They obviously don’t care.
EXT. MCDONALD’S - NIGHT
It’s located on a busy street across the road from the
boardwalk.
Benny sits at the table and eats from a tray with apparent
pleasure. He’s relaxed and doesn’t seem to worry about the
surroundings, although they’re very exotic and chaotic:
BEGGARS of different ages approach Benny’s table, holding
their hands out and pointing at their mouths.
BEGGARS
My friend... English? Le par France?
Espagnol? Where are you from? Dollar?
Euro? Give me five euro!
Some DIRTY KIDS intrusively try to sell him Kleenex.
Hookers, potheads, hashish dealers, orthodox folks in
traditional clothes with their kids - whether those people
eat at nearby tables or just pass by, their attention is on
the only white guy here - Benny.
Any other Western person would be nervous and uncomfortable
in this turmoil, but Benny seems like he has the ability to
turn the reality off and he’s using it right now.
EXT. SMUGGLERS’ DOCK - NIGHT
Jack is in the boat. Fellas stand on the dock waiting for
him to take off. Jack looks at the simple control panel
with fear.
JACK
Okay, it’s just like driving a car.
Jack starts the engine. The boat takes off, making Jack
fall on the floor.
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FELLA#1
(in Arabic)
He can’t steer.
FELLA#2
(in Arabic)
No, he can’t.
They chuckle and go to the shore.
FELLA#1
Inshallah.
EXT. THE SEA - NIGHT
Total darkness. There is only one ray of light - from
Jack’s boat. Jack steers carefully. He’s angry.
JACK
How about some fucking training
first? I mean, come on... Show me
around, show where to go? Where the
fuck am I going?
He looks at the screen of his phone. Google Maps app is
open. It shows that Jack is somewhere in the middle between
two continents. We see his arrow moving towards Spain.
JACK (CONT'D)
(shrugs)
I guess I’m alright.
He looks ahead, at the water illuminated by his boat’s
lights, and remembers...
FLASHBACK. EXT. SF BAY AREA - BIKE PATH - NIGHT
A totally dark road is illuminated by the lights of Jack’s
bike. There is another light right behind Jack. It’s little
Benny (6 years old) on his small bike.
They ride like crazies, very fast. Free and happy.
BENNY
Mother would be pissed!
JACK
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She wouldn’t find out. We’ll get home
before her.
BENNY
I don’t wanna go home! Let’s go to
Martinez and back!
JACK
Yeah, sure.
BENNY
C’mon, buddy!
JACK
No, Benny! You were supposed to be in
bed an hour ago.
BENNY
Boring! You’re boring! You’re getting
old, buddy. You know that?
JACK
Nah, I’ve just turned 18.
Jack turns left.
BENNY
Hey!
JACK
We’ll go to Martinez next time - I
promise.
Benny stops abruptly.
BENNY
There will be no next time!
Jack approaches Benny.
JACK
What are you talking about?
BENNY
I know you’re planning an escape!
JACK
Benny, I’m not.
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BENNY
I’ve known you my whole life, buddy,
and you never lied to me. Don’t
disrespect me by starting now. I have
the right to know if you’re leaving.
JACK
I just can’t live under the same roof
with her, little bro. Just can’t. I’m
suffocating. I need some Mother-free
air.
BENNY
What about me? Can you live without
me? I’ve lived with you my whole
life. I’m not gonna make it alone.
Jack pats his shoulder, smiling pathetically.
JACK
You’re the toughest guy I know.
You’ll be okay.
EXT. THE SEA - CONTINUOUS
We’re back to the boat. Jack with that pathetic smile.
JACK
Asshole.
Jack turns the boat back to Africa and goes at maximum
speed.
INT. HOTEL - JACK AND BENNY’S ROOM - NIGHT
Jack enters the room and sees Benny’s little suitcase lying
open on the bed. There are couple pounds of tomatoes in his
suitcase, but they’re pretty squashed. Everything in the
suitcase is covered with their juice.
Jack grins.
JACK
Little bro...
(loud)
Little bro, are you here?
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Jack looks around, checks the bathroom. Sees the open
balcony door.
JACK (CONT'D)
Benny!
Jack strides to the balcony and sees a lying chair. He
looks down and sees Benny on the street, going towards the
hotel.
JACK (CONT'D)
This fucking kid.
INT. HOTEL - CORRIDOR - NIGHT
Benny exits the elevator and goes through the corridor.
He opens their room with his key and enters.
INT. HOTEL - JACK AND BENNY’S ROOM - NIGHT
Jack sits in a chair at a low coffee table. There is a bowl
with squashed tomatoes on the table. Benny suppresses a
smile - he’s still mad at Jack.
JACK
Where’ve you been?
BENNY
None of your business.
Benny takes his suitcase from the bed and starts sorting
his clothes.
JACK
Listen, buddy...
BENNY
What? Wanna tell me how stupid of me
was to bring you tomatoes because I
thought you liked them. Save it. I
know.
JACK
I don’t think it was stupid. I think
it was very thoughtful of you because
I never said I liked your tomatoes 36

I said I loved them. And I do.
Jack takes a piece of squashed pulp from the bowl and eats
it. Licks his fingers. Takes another piece.
BENNY
You don’t have to...
JACK
(eating and trying to
sound casual, but the
more he speaks the
more emotional he
gets)
You know, little bro, I was lonely my
entire childhood. I was miserable and
so desperate for attention. I even
considered killing myself. Imagine being at home alone all the time, no
one to call, no one to share my
thoughts, my feelings. Not allowed to
have a pet, even a fucking turtle.
The whole process of growing up
sucked so much...
Benny looks at him with an expression “Yeah, this is my
life.”
JACK (CONT'D)
But then something really wonderful
happened.
BENNY
What happened?
Jack stands up, approaches Benny, puts his hands on Benny’s
shoulders and looks him in the eyes, smiling.
JACK
You happened, little bro.
Beat.
JACK (CONT'D)
When I was 12, this unhappy person
with an enormous belly went somewhere
and returned with you. I was no
longer alone since then. You were the
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best thing happened to me in my
entire life, and I abandoned you
because I was so desperate to leave
home.
BENNY
It’s okay. I understand.
JACK
It’s not okay. I should have stayed.
I shouldn’t have turned you into me.
You deserve a better life. I swear to
you, little bro, you’ll never be
alone anymore. I’ll stick around
until YOU decide to abandon me,
alright?
Benny throws himself to Jack, hugs him tight.
BENNY
I’ll never abandon you!
EXT. VENICE BEACH, CA - NIGHT
We hear the drums as the sun slowly descends into the
ocean. A short glimpse at Venice life, and we’re at INT. HOSPITAL - MIKE’S ROOM - NIGHT
Mike lies in his bed, bored. Yawns deeply and loudly.
The door opens and Alex enters. She’s in a nurse uniform,
with a name tag ALEXANDRA.
Mike gets scared.
MIKE
You’re too gorgeous for a nurse. Are
you a hitmaaa... person? Hitperson,
right? Did I say your job title
properly, huh? You ain’t a male to be
called a hitman, but you cannot be
called a hitwoman ‘cause it sounds
discriminatory, so hitperson is
perfect, huh? Can you fuck me before
killing me? Or better - you fuck me,
and then pardon me, huh? Whatever
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they offered, I’ll pay you more when
Jack gets the money.
ALEX
The patient behind the wall
complained that you talk loud. And
too much.
She checks his pulse and writes down data from his monitors
in her journal. Mike’s eyes follow her every move.
She leans over Mike and examines his eyes with a special
flashlight.
MIKE
So you ain’t a hitperson, huh? What
could you be then? Got it! You’re a
stripper they’ve sent to apologize.
No, they wouldn’t, they’re assholes.
Got it! Jack got the money, paid our
debts, had some extra left, so he
figured: why don’t I make my only
friend happy? How about that?
She’s at the doorway, looks at him like at a moron, which
he is. He stares at her, smiling. Okay, it’s contagious.
She smiles back.
INT. HOTEL - JACK AND BENNY’S ROOM - LATER
Benny sleeps in bed. Jack sneaks out of the room.
EXT. THE SEA - NIGHT
Jack is alone against the sea, steering very fast...
Suddenly, he hears the police sirens and sees their
flashlights. And their silhouettes - with automatic rifles
on their shoulders.
He hurriedly pulls out a heavy blue waste bag from under
the bow, is about to throw it overboard, but hesitates.
FLASHBACK. EXT. SF BAY AREA - BIKE PATH - NIGHT
Jack and Benny, riding their bikes like crazies, reach the
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Martinez sign. Stop, hold their breath, happy.
Look at each other, smiling.
Suddenly, Benny gives Jack this desperate “don’t leave me,
buddy” look. Jack averts his eyes.
EXT. THE SEA - CONTINUOUS
Jack shoves the bag back under the bow. Goes straight
toward the flashlights.
The police boat approaches. Jack waves and smiles casually.
They illuminate his face - ah, just a tourist. Wave him
back.
They turn off their flashlights and disappear in the
darkness.
CUT TO:
EXT. SPAIN - DOCK - NIGHT
Jack hits the dock, stops. A man in the sports suit, AZIZ,
hands him a small plastic bag. Jack takes it, looks inside
- money. Pulls it out, counts, which makes Aziz frown.
Jack drags the waste bag from under the bow, gives the
handle to Aziz. Aziz lifts the bag. Jack helps him.
Aziz drags the bag to the shore. Jack starts the boat and
leaves.
INT. HOTEL - JACK AND BENNY’S ROOM - DAY
Early morning. Jack enters. Benny sleeps in his bed mission accomplished. Jack goes to the balcony.
EXT. HOTEL BALCONY - DAY
Jack, leaning on the railing, calls Mike.
JACK
Hey, imbecile, I got the money.
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INT. LA - HOSPITAL - MIKE’S ROOM – NIGHT
Mike lies in bed, sleepy. Talks with Jack.
MIKE
Did you send me a stripper?
EXT. HOTEL BALCONY - DAY
Jack rolls his eyes.
JACK
Listen, it was so easy. I’m gonna
stay here for a while.
FADE OUT
END OF PILOT EPISODE
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MULE NATION
Episode 2
"Adolf H."
TEASER
FADE IN:
EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY
TITLE: CALIFORNIA, 1967.
This is a typical middle class California neighborhood with
one or two story little boxes along the road. There is a
narrow sidewalk at the edge of the road.
The weather is stunning, shiny, warm. A lot of people are
out. Kids run or ride their bikes. Two young mothers, a
BLOND and a REDHEAD, watch their small kids while strolling
along the sidewalk.
BLOND
(to her child)
Sunflower, don't ride on the road!
Use the sidewalk!
(to Redhead)
You know, a kid was hit by a car at
Meadow Lane, in the middle of the
road?
REDHEAD
Gosh, poor mother!
BLOND
Yeah.
REDHEAD
You know, I feel insecure even when
they're on the sidewalk because of
the driveways.
BLOND
I know.
They pass another driveway. Blond nods at the one-story
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house the driveway belongs to.
BLOND (CONT'D)
Look, those freaks always have their
curtains down. Always. Even on a day
like this.
REDHEAD
Yeah, the Smiths are weird. Maybe
they are spies?
BLOND
Or vampires.
REDHEAD
Or both.
(makes a scary voice)
Vampire spies!
They laugh, leaving the house behind.
We leave them and approach the house with blackout curtains
covering all the windows.
INT. SMITH HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY
We hear something resembling the radio but in fact the
sound comes from vinyl. A man speaking German, very
familiar voice. As we stare at the rolling vinyl we realize
that the voice is Hitler's and this must be one of his
speeches.
A man and a woman in their early 20s, MR. And MRS. SMITH,
wearing the uniform of Nazi high-ranked officers, stand
strained in the middle of the room, listening to the
record, looking excited, eyes shine.
As the speech concludes, they raise their right hands in
salutation.
MR. SMITH
Heil Hitler!
MRS. SMITH
Heil, mein Fuhrer!
The gramophone stands on a high bureau and only now we can
see what's on the floor.
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An adorable TODDLER dressed exactly like Hitler sits on the
floor beside the bureau.
His costume is complete and perfectly detailed--it's not
some cheap Halloween shit. He even has a tiny hat attached
to his head with a rubber band, fake hair under that hat
and fake mustache.
He looks at his parents, bewildered, as they cheer and
smile and hug each other. But they blur immediately as he
notices something else at another end of the room: his
soother.
It lies abandoned on the floor, so lonely and so desired by
the Toddler. He crawls towards it, almost getting trampled
by his parents but somehow manages to get through them.
The desired object gets closer and closer, Toddler's blue
eyes become wider and wider, he even smiles a bit-Until father's hand grabs the soother from the floor.
Toddler cries stretching his hands to the soother. Mother
takes Toddler in her hands.
MRS. SMITH (CONT'D)
Adolf is tired. I'll put him to
sleep.
MR. SMITH
(waving the soother)
I thought we were rid of them.
MRS. SMITH
Why wouldn't they make normal
soothers that wouldn't cover
mustache?
MR. SMITH
Stupid capitalists.
MRS. SMITH
Yeah.
(re: soother)
Throw it away. This must be the last
one.
MR. SMITH
(raising his right
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hand)
Heil Hitler!
MRS. SMITH
(raising her right
hand)
Heil Hitler!
Toddler looks at the soother in his father's hand with
severe despair.
INT. SMITH HOUSE - HALLWAY - KITCHEN - NIGHT
It's dark. The sounds of wild sex are heard from the
master-bedroom.
Toddler, dressed like Hitler, crawls through the hallway
towards the kitchen.
Mrs. Smith's screams are heard from the bedroom.
MR. SMITH (O.S.)
Das ist fantastisch!
Toddler enters the kitchen. He crawls to the drawer under
the sink, opens it: there is a trash basket. He rises on
his knees and puts all his power to flip the basket with
his hands.
Success! The trash is scattered on the floor.
There it is, the soother, lying among trash, covered with
trash, looking disgusting.
The toddler grabs it and sucks greedily.
END TEASER
INT. FAFI - RESTAURANT - MEN'S ROOM - DAY - BACK TO PRESENT
In the stall, Adolf greedily sucks someone's dick. We don't
even see the face of the "soother donor."
INT. RESTAURANT - MEN'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Adolf washes his hands thoroughly. Then he washes his face
45

around the mouth very intensely.
An ARAB in his 20s exits the stall zipping his fly and goes
away.
Adolf gets a small bottle of mouth rinse from his pocket
and rinses his mouth thoroughly, OCD-like.
EXT. BOAT MARKET - DAY
Jack and Benny walk through the rows with boats for sale.
BENNY
So why do you need a boat? To fuck
chicks there? You know, you can do
that at home. I don't mind. By the
way, we can't live in that hotel
forever. We're not some romantic
pricks from Hemingway novels. I need
a kitchen.
JACK
You're right, Little Bro. I'll take
care of that.
BENNY
I already have. We've got three
viewings in the afternoon.
JACK
Oh, cool. Are you thinking a house or
an apartment? We can afford anything.
We can rent a fucking castle now, if
they have those here.
BENNY
How so? Where do you get your money?
JACK
Let's say they pay me for being
white.
BENNY
I'm not satisfied with this answer.
JACK
(pointing at a random
boat)
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Oh, I like that one!
Jack strides towards a boat that is completely similar to
other boats. Benny goes after him.
BENNY
You can't treat me like a toddler!
EXT. US CONSULATE IN FAFI - DAY
A long line of locals to enter the Consulate. There is a
sign urging people to call the number if they are
approached by visa facilitators at the entrance.
INT. CONSULATE - VISA OFFICERS' BOOTHS/HALL - DAY
Adolf in his booth, separated from the customers with a
bullet-proof glass. There is an APPLICANT behind the glass,
a young local woman. Adolf hands her her passport through a
small window.
ADOLF
Your application is denied.
THIS SCENE IS REPEATED SEVERAL TIMES WITH DIFFERENT
APPLICANTS UNTIL A NEW APPLICANT, a man in his 20s, hands Adolf his passport
and application. Adolf looks at his name in the passport.
FLASHBACK: INT. CASINO - NIGHT
Adolf's POV as he
a piece of paper.
are two stacks of
from the passport

looks at the list with names scribbled on
He stands by the black jack table, there
$1,000 chips next to him. The last name
is in the list.

BACK TO CONSULATE Adolf puts man's passport aside.
ADOLF
I reviewed your application and don't
see any reason why you shouldn't get
a visa. Expect your passport
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delivered to you in the next two
weeks.
NEW APPLICANT
Thank you.
ADOLF
Yeah.
New Applicant leaves and Adolf goes deeper in the booth and
enters a Staff Room.
INT. CONSULATE - STAFF ROOM - CONTINUOUS
A small room equipped like a kitchen. There are TWO
COUNSELORS. Officer#1 kills a huge cockroach on the floor
with his foot. Does it angrily, spilling coffee from a cup
in his hand.
OFFICER#1
Fucking cockroaches! Hate 'em!
ADOLF
You've been here for how many years?
OFFICER#1
Doesn't matter. I just can't stand
'em.
He pushes the dead cockroach somewhere under the counter
with his foot.
Adolf pours himself coffee.
OFFICER#1 (CONT'D)
And this fucking mother been nagging
us all morning.
ADOLF
What mother?
OFFICER#1
A woman called, said her 12-year-old
was abducted by his older brother and
brought here. Wants him back. We
checked with the airline: the boy was
flying alone and had her permission.
The ticket was paid by her card. She
48

said they took her passport.
OFFICER#2
She says "abducted," but he obviously
left on his own. And considering how
gross she was on the phone I can
guess why he left.
ADOLF
But there is an older brother
involved too?
OFFICER#1
Yes, his brother, 24, arrived
yesterday too. Anyway, it's not our
business.
INT. SEA - DAY
Jack and Benny are in the boat in the sea, racing,
screaming, having fun. They get closer to a gorgeous yacht
standing anchored in the middle of the sea.
It's still far but they can already see that there is a
WOMAN on the deck lying topless on a sunbed.
BENNY
(excited)
Naked woman!
JACK
I guess we can get closer quietly.
They approach the yacht. Benny is overly excited.
BENNY
I've never seen naked tits before!
This is the best day of my life,
bro!!! Thanks for bringing me here!
Jack looks at the boy with some quiet sadness.
JACK
Technically, I didn't bring you here,
Little Bro. You imposed yourself on
me and since I've missed you growing
up I had no idea you were interested
in...
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Now they're close enough to see her face, and Jack sees it
and he's so shocked that he falls in the water with a
SPLASH!
BENNY
Jack!
Benny grabs the wheel and turns just a moment before
hitting the yacht. The boat almost flips because of a turn
that sharp but Benny stays afloat and manages to get to
Jack who is floating in the water.
BENNY (CONT'D)
Hey, bro, you all right?
JACK
Benny, it's her! The girl from the
bar! It was her!
We see that there is no girl on the deck anymore.
INT. LA - HOSPITAL - MIKE'S ROOM - DAY
Mike's entrapped in bed with his casts, bored. Alex enters,
excited.
ALEX
I got stuff!
She jumps in his bed and takes three medicine bottles with
pills out of the pockets in her nurse uniform.
ALEX (CONT'D)
Must be fun. I've tried these, these,
but not these.
Mike looks at the signs on the bottles.
MIKE
Those are dangerous. But I had them
with vodka.
ALEX
Ah! Should I get vodka too?
Make puts couple of pills in his mouth.
MIKE
50

Nah. Let's see what happens.
Alex takes couple pills.
ALEX
Yeah.
MIKE
Are you feeling anything?
ALEX
Kangaroos.
MIKE
The fuck?
ALEX
Fucking kangaroos are jumping all
over my brain. You know, in this
sleazy labyrinth of my brain they are
jumping and jumping and dropping shit
there in the labyrinth. Oh fuck, how
would I clean my brain of all this
shit? I need a vacuum, fucking shit
vacuum.
She slowly gets her phone, opens Amazon App and types "shit
vacuum for brain."
MIKE
Do they have little kangaroos in
their bags?
ALEX
Who?
MIKE
The big ones? The kangaroos?
ALEX
Nah, there are only camels and
elephants.
MIKE
What do ya mean? Where are the
kangaroos?
ALEX
Little elephants flying with their
51

ears and camels dancing on surf
boards, spitting with blood. And
Angela, she's there too, wandering.
MIKE
Who's Angela?
ALEX
My sister. She's dead.
MIKE
Oh, I'm sorry.
ALEX
Don't be. It was her choice. She just
blew her brains out. She texted me
before. Do you wanna know what she
texted?
MIKE
Yeah.
Alex opens Angela's message on her phone, shows it to Mike.
ALEX
(reads)
I never loved you or Aida or this
fucking husband of mine.
MIKE
Who's Aida?
ALEX
My sister.
MIKE
Is she dead too?
ALEX
No, she's alive and well. Hates me
though.
EXT. YACHT - DAY
Jack's boat is tied to the yacht. Jack and Benny are on the
desk, with AIDA, 24.
Aida looks exactly like Alex, only much more groomed and
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glamorous (while Alex is some kind of a hippy, Aida seems
like she came straight from the pictures in women's
magazines: too perfect to be true, every detail of her
appearance, from shiny hair to immaculate pedicure).
Aida's wearing a T-shirt and shorts. Benny stares at her
with admiration. Jack seems to be shocked.
JACK
So, you wanna say that it wasn't you
at the bar?
AIDA
It was Alex, my triple...
Aida stumbles, severe pain on her face.
AIDA (CONT'D)
Listen, dude, we're identical but not
the same. She never wore anything
expensier than ten dollars.
BENNY
More expensive.
She looks at him, not understanding.
BENNY (CONT'D)
There is no such word as "expensier,"
"more expensive" is the right
wording.
AIDA
Oh fuck you!
JACK
C'mon lady, he's just a kid!
BENNY
Only by age. I'm very mature.
AIDA
(to Benny)
Oh, kiddo, please forgive me,
sweetheart...
She kisses Benny in the cheeks several times. He shines.
JACK
53

So, the one I fell in love with was
your sister Alex. Right?
AIDA
Oh boy.
JACK
Yes or no?
AIDA
Yes.
JACK
And you were at the airport?
AIDA
Yeah, it was me.
JACK
That's why you were acting so weird.
I mean, not that Alex wasn't the
other day.
NOTE: HIS FACE SHINES EVERY TIME HE MENTIONS ALEX.
AIDA
You know what? I can tell what people
are by the way they see Alex. A
normal person wouldn't like Alex, a
sane reasonable human being would
stay away from her as far as
possible. She's not only morally and
mentally depraved, not only a junkie,
she ruins everything she touches,
turns everything into shit. She's
trash, okay? And liking her makes you
trash.
Jack stands up.
JACK
Well, I guess I am. I might be trash
and I'm certainly a freak but at
least I'm not telling terrible things
about my sibling. I value my only
sibling, this Little Bro of mine,
more than anything in this fucking
crazy world. I don't know your
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backstory and why you're turned
against your sister, you might have
your own truth and probably other
siblings that you treat better than
this one but... fuck, I lost my
thought. Let's go, Benny!
Benny stands up, reluctantly. He takes Aida's hand and
kisses it like a gentleman in old movies.
BENNY
I hope I'll see you again, Madam.
Aida smiles.
AIDA
Mademoiselle.
BENNY
Well, maybe I'll make you a Madam one
day. Just wait for me.
Aida laughs. Her laughter is completely different from her
appearance, nothing glamorous about it: she laughs like a
horse.
Jack drags Benny away. Aida can't stop laughing. When they
disappear downstairs, her laughter turns into crying.
EXT. SEA - CONTINUOUS
Benny and Jack in the boat. Jack starts the engine.
AIDA (O.S.)
(screaming
desperately)
Angela!
EXT. YACHT - CONTINUOUS
Aida ruins and trashes everything around her, throws chairs
overboard, breaks glasses, flips sunbeds and tables.
Her phone is lying on the floor. She grabs it and wants to
throw overboard but stops in the act and opens Alex in
What's App instead.
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INT. LA - HOSPITAL - MIKE'S ROOM - DAY
Alex and Mike are in bed, completely wasted, eyes red. Alex
cries.
ALEX
Seeing her in a casket, it was so
shocking, like seeing myself there...
MIKE
Makes sense since you're identical.
ALEX
And then Aida's approaching and
telling me: I wish it was you, not
her. I wish Angela and I were burying
you.
MIKE
Bitch.
Alex's phone rings. She raises it from the bad slowly,
looks at the screen. Chuckles.
ALEX
Bitch's calling. Probably wants to
tell me how uncomfortable she was
sharing a womb with me.
Mike grabs the phone.
MIKE
I'll tell her to go fuck herself.
Mike answers the call.
MIKE (CONT'D)
Hey bitch, go fuck yourself.
Alex chuckles.
INTERCUT: EXT. YACHT/INT. MIKE'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Aida, on the phone with Mike, rolls her eyes. She's not
hysterical anymore, looks very determined.
AIDA
I need to speak to Alex. Give her the
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phone.
MIKE
You're the last person on this planet
she would want to speak with. Fuck
off.
ALEX
She wants to speak with me? That's
uncanny!
Alex grabs the phone.
MIKE
Hey!
Mike takes another pill. Offers one to Alex. She
disregards. He puts a pill in her mouth.
ALEX
(on the phone,
swallowing the pill)
Hey, Aida. What's up?
NOTE: THEY SPEAK ROMANIAN, WITH ENGLISH SUBTITLES.
AIDA
Listen, Alex. I understand that
things between us have been
complicated. But...
She sighs. It's obvious that this conversation is very hard
for her. She speaks very slowly choosing words.
AIDA (CONT'D)
Since Angela died, you are the only
relative I have left.
ALEX
(cheerfully, getting
high from a new pill)
No, Aida, we also have uncle
Jeremiah, he's still alive, in
Bucharest.
AIDA
Jeremiah molested us along with our
father, in case you forgot. I
understand that your memory might be
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damaged by all the drugs you take...
No! I don't want to criticize you.
I'm calling to...
Alex laughs as Mike tickles her with his one free hand.
ALEX
(in English)
Giraffes! I see giraffes! They're
running at me! Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!
MIKE
I wanna see little kangaroos!
ALEX
Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!
Alex throws the phone away and runs, jumping, around the
room.
Aida puts the phone on the table.
AIDA
Well. I tried.
EXT. SMITH HOUSE - DAY
TITLE: CALIFORNIA, 1975.
We are near Adolf's parents' house again. Same sun, same
blackout curtains.
Only one window has curtains open, we approach it and see a
boy, around 10, sitting at the desk, sucking his thumb
while doing some homework. This is 10-YEAR-OLD ADOLF.
Mr. Smith enters the room and closes the window with
blackout curtains.
INT. SMITH HOUSE - ADOLF'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS
10-Year-Old-Adolf sits in his chair, looking at his father,
terrified. Mr. Smith stands in front of him. Adolf's face
is bruised.
MR. SMITH
Who did that?
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10-YEAR-OLD-ADOLF
No one. I fell.
Beat.
MR. SMITH
Don't lie to me, Adolf. The great man
you were named after would never lie.
10-YEAR-OLD-ADOLF
Boys at school. They called me Nazi.
Adolf lowers his eyes, about to cry.
MR. SMITH
Called you Nazi, huh?
Adolf shrinks in his chair.
MR. SMITH (CONT'D)
Answer me!
10-YEAR-OLD-ADOLF
Yes.
MR. SMITH
And that's all?
10-YEAR-OLD-ADOLF
Yes, sir.
MR. SMITH
Well, you should be proud because
that's who we are. Are you proud?
10-YEAR-OLD-ADOLF
Yes, sir.
MR. SMITH
Okay.
Mr. Smith leaves the room. Adolf sighs with relief.
Suddenly, Adolf's Mother enters, furious, and hits him. As
he closes his eyes when her hand approaches his head, we
FADE TO BLACK
FADE IN:
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EXT. ADOLF'S HOUSE - DAY - BACK TO PRESENT
We see Adolf's dwelling from outside, a huge luxurious
house on the cliff, just like Mike showed Jack in the
beginning.
INT. ADOLF'S HOUSE - DAY
Children's screams. Adolf chases his two sons around the
house. His sons are half-white, half-Arab. Their names are
MUSTAFA JOHN, 8, and MUHAMMED JAMES, 10.
Adolf holds a belt in his hand, he's furious.
ADOLF
I'll catch you sooner or later!
As he goes up the stairs, the boys tremble in their
bedroom, sitting on the floor with their backs to the door.
MUSTAFA JOHN
What would Kevin do?
We see a Home Alone poster on the wall, among tons of other
posters from American movies and TV shows: Pirates of the
Caribbean, South Park, etc.
Muhammed James gets up.
MUHAMMED JAMES
I know!
He flips the toy box and tons of small toy cars get spread
on the floor.
MUSTAFA JOHN
Genius!
They lay those cars on the floor by the door and hide
behind a bed. Adolf enters, steps on the cars and falls.
ADOLF
Fuck!
BOYS
Yes bitch!
They high five each other and run. Muhammed James kicks
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Adolf and his brother spits on Adolf. Adolf tries to grab
them but they escape.
ADOLF
I'll kill you! I swear to your
fucking God I'll kill ya!
CUT TO:
INT. ADOLF'S HOUSE - BOY'S BEDROOM - LATER
Muhammed James and Mustafa John lie in their beds, on their
bellies, bruised, wiping. South Park is playing in the TV
set but without the volume.
MUHAMMED JAMES
I dunno what hurts more, my back or
my ass.
MUSTAFA JOHN
Let's skip skuuul tomorrow, we won't
be able to sit anyway.
MUHAMMED JAMES
Yeah.
MUSTAFA JOHN
(crying voice)
I wish Allah sent us a sign how to
stop this!
Muhammed James moves towards the floor a little, takes the
remote from the floor and turns the volume on.
On the TV screen, there is an episode where kids got their
parents in jail for beating them.
The boys are all attention.
MUSTAFA JOHN (CONT'D)
Wait, he can actually go to jail for
this?
MUHAMMED JAMES
In America. Not here.
MUSTAFA JOHN
Yeah, but he's American, and we're
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half American since we're unfortunate
enough to be his sons.
Muhammed James grabs his phone.
MUHAMMED JAMES
Let's Google it.
MUSTAFA JOHN
Yeah.
Mustafa John crawls to his phone on his belly, reaches it
from the bedside table and they Google together, each on
his phone, synchronously.
EXT. CAR RENTALS - DAY
Jack and Benny walk among cars, choosing. There are lots of
European cars like Renault and Fiat, much less Asian like
Subaru and Toyota.
JACK
No Cadillacs, huh?
BENNY
Cadillacs are detrimental for the
environment.
JACK
Oh, cut your San Francisco bullshit.
BENNY
You're right. I hate San Francisco.
So toxic.
JACK
It's because of Mother.
BENNY
You know, once I brought her
flowers...
JACK
(genuinely surprised)
Why?
BENNY
I was at shrink's office and she
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hypnotized me so my brain was off for
couple hours. I was like feeling
dizzy and not thinking clearly. The
conclusion of the session was
treating others the way we want to be
treated...
JACK
What a bullshit!
BENNY
Yeah!
(chuckles)
So while my brain wasn't working I
bought some flowers for her...
JACK
Gosh...
BENNY
You should have seen her face.
JACK
I'm glad I didn't.
BENNY
And the moment she looked at them
they faded. Like totally! They were
erect in my hands, erect and fresh,
smelling nice, but when she looked at
them they were down-bent, hanging,
petals and leaves falling on the
floor, totally dry... and that rotten
smell...
JACK
Hm. I always thought that those
cactuses in her office died because
of computers and shit.
BENNY
Let's talk about something else. I
feel like my ulcer is getting worse
when I'm reminded of her.
JACK
Yeah, mine starts bleeding.
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Jack spots a nice little car, very European and oldfashioned.
JACK (CONT'D)
You know what? I want to drive a
stick.
Jack goes to the car, opens the door to sit down. Benny
follows him.
BENNY
Have you ever...
JACK
Nope.
Jack gets in the car.
EXT./INT. CAR/STREETS/HIGHWAY - DAY
Jack and Benny in the car, Jack behind the wheel, race
through busy traffic.
Traffic here is crazy enough already. There seems to be no
order, no rules, all the cars and scooters beep constantly
for no reason. ROAD POLICE, standing on the curbs, whistle
constantly for no reason.
Noise is crazy, traffic is insane, and Jack's rented car is
swirling around like a molecule.
Benny holds the door handler very tight. Jack fights the
stick, not exactly knowing what he's doing but looks very
excited.
JACK
Fuck! This is amazing!
He almost hits another car. Benny closes his eyes but but
Jack avoids the crash at the last moment.
JACK (CONT'D)
Yahoo!
They enter the gorgeous highway, the sea on the one side
and the mountains on the other.
Jack, still making zigzags, pushes the button to take the
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roof off. The roof opens and the strong wind blows away
Benny's basketball cap.
BENNY
Fuck!
JACK
Come on, Little Bro! Life's
beautiful!
BENNY
And given only once! We have only one
fucking life, Jack! Be careful!
Jack almost hits another car at high speed but this time
Benny switches the gear and turns the wheel so they don't
crash.
JACK
Whoa, you know how to drive this?
BENNY
Yes.
JACK
But-how?
Benny gives him a look.
JACK (CONT'D)
No questions asked? Really?
BENNY
Yep.
JACK
Okay, Little Bro, now, when we got a
car, we can go to those appointments
and choose a dwelling for us.
GLIMPSES OF IMAGES: JACK AND BENNY VIEW DIFFERENT
APARTMENTS AND HOUSES
INT. COZY HOUSE - DAY
Jack and Benny view a house accompanied by a REAL ESTATE
AGENT, a local man in his 30s, dressed in a traditional
Muslim dress for men.
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The house is fully furnished, with pillows and other cute
Arabic stuff. It's also big but Benny shakes his head: he
doesn't like the view on a rather desolated garden.
INT. HIGH-TECH APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS
A high-scale bachelor's apartment equipped with the most
modern technology. The same Realtor shows how everything is
managed by the voice command.
Even though high-tech, the apartment still has Eastern
touch in small details, like ornaments on the walls or a
praying corner with the Koran on the stand.
The windows are to the floor, no balcony.
Benny looks out the window, it's like the fifth floor, the
view is great overall, at the downtown, but then Benny sees
a LOCAL MAN taking shit right on the street, by the wall
across the road.
INT./EXT. EMPTY HOUSE/TERRACE - CONTINUOUS
A spacious two-story house with no furniture. Natural light
comes from the windows. Jack waltzes around with the
bewildered Realtor.
Benny walks through a huge terrace with an amazing sea
view. As he turns the corner he sees a telescope standing
there aimed at the yachts in the harbor. Benny smiles.
INT. EMPTY HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER
Benny enters from the terrace, meets eyes with Jack, who
imitates playing pool in the spacious room. They show each
other thumbs up.
GLIMPSES OF IMAGES END HERE
INT. LA - HOSPITAL - MIKE'S ROOM - DAY
Mike and Alex have sex. She's on top, obviously.
ALEX
And so, after the funeral I hooked up
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with some guy. He gave me a ride to
LA and also some hallucinogens. I
dunno what it was but next thing I
remember I'm dancing in the club,
taking my clothes off...
MIKE
I knew you were a stripper!
ALEX
Shut up!
Mike laughs.
ALEX (CONT'D)
And so, I took almost everything off,
and there were those men drooling
over me, disgusting. And then this
boy intervened. He just walked me
outside, with my clothes in my hands
and ordered me to dress.
MIKE
What a prude!
ALEX
No, he was just feeling sorry for me.
Actually, he was the only one who
ever took care of me.
MIKE
I do care about you.
ALEX
Oh, come on. But this boy... I think
I'm in love with him. I wanna find
him.
Mike's phone rings. He picks up.
MIKE
(on the phone)
Hey, shitass.
EXT. FAFI - STREET/CASINO - NIGHT
Jack walks slowly down the street leading to the casino. He
talks with Mike by phone.
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JACK
How are you, moron?
INTERCUT: MIKE'S ROOM/STREET NEAR CASINO - DAY/NIGHT
Mike talks with Jack while having sex with Alex.
MIKE
I'm having sex.
JACK
Oh, don't lie to me.
MIKE
What? Do you wanna me turn on the
video?
ALEX
No video!
JACK
Okay, I heard a girl's voice.
MIKE
Jack, this hospital is the best thing
happened to me ever!
ALEX
Awww how sweet.
MIKE
So don't worry about the money you
paid for it. It was well spent.
Jack approaches the casino "Hotel California." Pavel smokes
outside. Jack stops at some distance to finish his
conversation with Mike.
JACK
What money are you talking about?
MIKE
The money you paid for hospital.
JACK
I didn't pay for your hospital,
shithead. I only paid our debt to the
guy from The Sopranos. I'm not your
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fucking mommy, you're gonna pay your
bills yourself.
Mike holds him phone so Alex can hear.
MIKE
(to Alex)
You see, and this asshole calls
himself my best friend.
JACK
I never said you were my best friend!
MIKE
Fuck you, Jack!
Mike hangs up and throws the phone away.
MIKE (CONT'D)
I wish everyone was like that guy
you're in love with.
ALEX
Yeah... I will find him. I'm
positive.
EXT. FAFI - CASINO - CONTINUOUS
Jack puts the phone in his pocket, smiling. Approaches
Pavel.
PAVEL
I saw you here yesterday, but you
didn't play.
Jack stops.
JACK
Yeah, I'm not really a gambler, you
know, I'm here on another business.
PAVEL
Drug smuggling?
JACK
How do you know?
PAVEL
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There is not a lot to do here.
Jack smiles, stretches out his hand.
JACK
I'm Jack. From Los Angeles.
Pavel shakes his hand.
PAVEL
Pavel. From Moscow.
A gorgeous Mercedes, the newest model, parks nearby. Pavel
notices it.
PAVEL (CONT'D)
Oh, here she comes.
JACK
Who?
PAVEL
My fucking curse. The reason I can't
get out of this God-forsaken
shithole.
The door of the car opens and Aida gets out. She's dressed
casually, no hills or anything shiny, but she looks
gorgeous and expensive. She approaches them.
AIDA
(to Jack)
You? Again?
PAVEL
He's with the smugglers.
AIDA
Nice. So I guess we can't avoid each
other. By the way, I called this
disaster shaped as a human being,
right after our talk. Wanted to make
things up with her.
JACK
Wow, great, so I guess I...
AIDA
You had nothing to do with this.
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Don't flatter yourself. Anyway, she
was under influence, chasing
dinosaurs or whatever. She's
hopeless.
Aida goes inside.
JACK
What the fuck is wrong with her?
PAVEL
Don't bother her. She just lost her
sister.
JACK
(stunned)
What?
PAVEL
Angela, her triple sister, killed
herself a week ago.
Jack is shocked.
JACK
Okay, I'm officially the biggest
asshole ever lived. I've got to
apologize.
Jack goes inside. Pavel follows him.
INT. CASINO - NIGHT
Music plays, Singer sings, a lot of people gamble.
We hear Aida's horse-laughter. She's at the Black Jack
table, playing with a FEMALE DEALER. Couple of Jack's
bosses, Fella#1 and Fella#2, are at the table with her. The
bets are high.
AIDA
(hitting the table)
Card!
Dealer takes another card from the shoe. It makes 21, with
the cards Aida already has.
AIDA (CONT'D)
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(in Arabic)
God loves me!
Jack approaches.
FELLA#1
(in Arabic)
Oh, whiteguy.
FELLA#2
(in broken English)
Whiteguy, you do job today.
JACK
Okay. I got a boat, by the way.
FELLA#2
(to Aida, in Arabic)
What did he say?
NOTE: THE LOCALS, LIKE AIDA AND THE FELLAS, WHEN TALKING TO
EACH OTHER, SPEAK ARABIC, WITH ENGLISH SUBTITLES.
AIDA
(in Arabic)
He says he bought a boat. Why did you
take this guy? You know he'll serve a
real sentence if he gets caught?
Whitepeople don't have your
privileges. Look at him, he's so
soft, he won't survive a day in our
jail.
FELLA#1
Things got complicated, we need to
diversify our mules.
Jack coughs.
JACK
Excuse me, Aida. I need to talk to
you.
The Fellas laugh.
FELLA#1
(broken English)
Look in whiteguy, one trip and he
think he can talk Aida!
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Fellas laugh hysterically.
JACK
(to Aida)
What does he mean?
Aida stands up.
AIDA
Let's go upstairs.
Aida and Jack leave.
FELLA#1
We pay him too much.
Fella#2 nods.
INT. RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS
An empty restaurant on the second floor. All the action is
on the first floor which is seen from here, but Jack and
Aida sit in this remotely quiet place at the table.
JACK
I'm so sorry. Things I said to you
today, you know, about siblings and
stuff. I didn't know about your
sister.
AIDA
Yeah, it's totally fine. How could
you know? I did say some terrible
things to Alex at the funeral. That's
probably why she got even crazier
than she already is. I just... I
don't wanna lose this one too.
Aida is about to cry but she keeps herself together and her
eyes just stay a little wet, no crying.
JACK
Yeah. I know.
Jack hands her a napkin but Aida looks at it with disdain
without taking it. Jack puts the napkin back, stretches his
hand instead.
73

JACK (CONT'D)
So, peace?
Aida smiles.
AIDA
How long are you going to be here?
Jack puts his hand on the table.
JACK
As long as it pays.
Aida stands up, touches his shoulder.
AIDA
Just be very, very careful. Okay?
His eyes follow her as she slowly strides to the stairs.
EXT. DOCK - NIGHT
Jack takes a waste bag with pot from Fella#3.
JACK
Thanks.
Fella#3 waves to another SMUGGLER, urging him to come to
them. Smuggler approaches.
FELLA#3
(to Smuggler, in
Arabic)
You speak good English, right?
NOTE: FELLA#3 SPEAKS ARABIC, SMUGGLER SPEAKS ARABIC WITH
FELLA#3 AND BROKEN ENGLISH WITH JACK. ENGLISH SUBTITLES.
SMUGGLER
Yes.
FELLA#3
Help us with translation.
SMUGGLER
Yes, sir.
FELLA#3
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(to Jack)
Yesterday you offended Aziz.
SMUGGLER
Tomorrow you wound Aziz.
JACK
What?
Smuggler shows in gestures: something like stabbing heart
with a knife.
SMUGGLER
Right on he big heart.
JACK
So he wants me to stab Aziz in the
heart?
Smuggler nods cheerfully.
JACK (CONT'D)
No, that wasn't the agreement. I'm
not stabbing anyone.
SMUGGLER
(to Fella#3)
He doesn't think he offended Aziz.
FELLA#3
Those people are impossible. No
honor, no nothing.
Smuggler nods.
FELLA#3 (CONT'D)
(to Jack)
Don't check the money again. We trust
each other. Just take it and leave.
SMUGGLER
No money, you give and go.
JACK
What? You don't want me to take
money? How about my share?
SMUGGLER
No money count.
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Smuggler gestures counting, looks at Jack for confirmation.
Jack ties to catch every word and gesture, very
concentrated. Jack nods.
SMUGGLER (CONT'D)
Aziz wound.
(stabbing heart
gesture)
Give
(gestures taking)
and go.
Smuggler gestures leaving.
JACK
Okay, I got it. Yesterday Aziz wasn't
happy when I was counting money, so
from now on I just take the money and
go, without checking after him.
Smuggler looks at him with square eyes.
SMUGGLER
(to Fella#3)
Why did Allah made all foreigners so
stupid?
FELLA#3
I don't know.
INT. HOTEL - JACK AND BENNY'S ROOM - NIGHT
Benny sits at the computer, eating some local food from the
plate and looking for furniture. The search doesn't seem
very successful, everything is in Arabic, with awful
pictures.
He takes his phone.
BENNY
Siri, where do I buy furniture in
FUCK?
SIRI (V.O.)
Buy furniture to fuck, one second...
Benny puts the phone away.
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A knock on the door. Benny strides to the door and opens.
It's Adolf.
ADOLF
So, you're Jack's brother, huh?
END OF EPISODE 2.
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Critical Essay
The appropriate literary tradition for my thesis would
be comedy or I’d say eccentric comedy such as Moliere’s The
Miser. Besides being enormously hilarious and having all the
features of unrestricted dramatic humor, this seventeenth
century comedy is also structured in five acts like most of
the TV products. The genre I’m writing in, dramatic comedy,
or simply dramedy, is one of the most difficult genres
within the craft, if not the most difficult, and it deals
with ironic, sarcastic, inappropriate, unrestricted humor
concerning human nature and most often humans’ inner misery
regardless of class, gender, race, age, social status and
other external features.
Comedy in any form is a very ambitious genre. I’d say
it’s my mount Everest in screenwriting, the most desirable
genre I want to work in. I was given several opportunities
to write comedy professionally but failed all of them. I
remember being in touch with some very serious people but
didn’t pass the writing tests. Later I realized that fitting
someone else’s formats and universes is not for me and I
need to create my own.
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That’s actually what David Chase did when he, with the
support of the new HBO executive Chris Albrecht, launched
The Sopranos (Efimov 2018).
Well, Chase was in his 50s when he stopped writing
other people’s shows and started his own which changed
television forever (Biskind 2007). Thanks to people like
Chase I don’t need to invent the wheel and wait until my
50s, which is too far, to become a showrunner because now
the gates are open for people like me. High quality TV, both
drama and comedy, has been around for over twenty years in
America. In my country it was developing slower because most
of producers used to think that the audiences were stupid
and could only process something rather primitive, but
currently, in the last couple years, high quality serial
television is booming in Russia, new great shows emerge
every day, as well as new platforms to watch them. This
seems like a very convenient time for a screenwriter to be
alive in Russia.
As for Mule Nation, my thesis project, it seems like it
should be made internationally because the main location is
exotic and the series involves so many authentic characters
from different nations.
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It doesn’t really matter where the story starts. It
might be Los Angeles, or London, or Moscow. In fact, I think
this idea was partially inspired by a trend that has been
among Moscow citizens for some time. This trend is called
downshifting, meaning people leaving a big city for some
warm exotic location; leaving everything behind, their
houses, their high-skilled jobs, trading them for either
menial low-skilled jobs on the spot or poorly paid internet
jobs (Narayanan 2012). In Jack’s, the main character’s, case
it should rather be called upshifting because he was broke
and almost homeless in Los Angeles but in Fafi he
immediately enters one of the most lucrative professions the
country can offer. So this seems like a reversed idea of
downshifting, where something else is sacrificed instead of
social status.
I was definitely influenced by a lot of great American
dramedies. Among those are Weeds (Showtime, 2005),
Californication (Showtime, 2007), It’s Always Sunny in
Philadelphia (FX, 2005), and VEEP (HBO, 2012).
VEEP, starring Julia Louis-Dreyfus, is about a
fictional American vice-president who becomes the president
by accident and does everything to hold the position and to
win it back when she loses it. It is at its last season now
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and this is one of the most cynical (which for me always
means the funniest) shows I have ever seen. Remarkably, its
creator, Armando Iannucci, is my colleague from the Great
Britain, but he’s trashing American politics like no one,
even Trey Parker and Matt Stone, the South Park creators,
has ever done before. Aaron Sorkin might have done this in
The West Wing, but I didn’t get a chance to check this show
out. Prior to doing VEEP, Iannucci was trashing the British
government which landed him a job in Hollywood. What is
amazing about VEEP is unrestricted creative freedom,
particularly in its sour humor, with which it’s done.
I think my show is critical not of a particular
country, because it’s very cosmopolitan, but rather of
communication between countries and how different entities
such as embassies, prisons, hospitals, schools, airlines,
etc. fail to work for people regardless of the country.
Corruption, hypocrisy, negligence, discrimination,
unprofessionalism: those were just problems popped up in the
first two episodes.
I would really love to launch this show to continue
talking about current diseases of our modern society.
The closest to Mule Nation by topic would probably be
Jenji Kohan’s Weeds because it tells about a woman, Nancy
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Botwin, selling marijuana, first to her suburban neighbors,
then expanding. Doing something illegal like this while
being completely not prepared for jail is one of the themes
of my show. Real criminals are usually mentally and
practically prepared for prison. They know their risks and
are always ready to go behind the bars. They weight risk vs.
reward and choose to risk because an estimated sentence is
still worth the money. That’s how most of the real-life
criminals operate. Neither Jenji’s Nancy nor my Jack are
prepared to go to prison. Yes, in the beginning Jack and
Mike discuss the risk vs. reward situation with smuggling
marijuana from Fafi to Europe, but in a playful hypothetical
way. None of them considers going there at the moment and
even when Jack decides to do so it’s obvious that he didn’t
really apply that “six months in prison” to himself, hoping
that he never gets caught.
At the end of episode two, Aida reveals that foreigners
actually get a much longer sentence for smuggling marijuana
in Fafi, but even that doesn’t matter because Jack wouldn’t
last a day in their prison system. Nonchalance and
immaturity are part of Jack’s charm, however, just like
Nancy’s bad choices are part of hers.
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Another thing both characters have in common is their
irrational love for bad people. In Nancy’s case it’s, at
first, an FBI officer, a greedy corrupted child abuser, and
after that, no lessons learned, it’s Esteban Reyes, the
highly ranked Mexican mafioso/politician. For Jack I created
this weird girl Alex who is introduced as a girl taking her
clothes off at a night club. I wanted to present her as both
a victim and a subject of male gaze, perfectly broken down
by Laura Mulvey in her famous essay “Visual Pleasure and
Narrative Cinema.” Another film scholar, Molly Haskell, in
her book From Reverence to Rape: The Treatment of Women in
the Movies argues that

“all women begin as victims” (161).

Well, this sounds right for Alex who is presented as a
victim and needs to be saved by a knight, and my Jack
appears to be that knight.
Overall, Alex is not a good character. She is a drug
addict: fun and adorable, but still a drug addict.
Transgressive (working as a nurse with a fake diploma,
putting people’s lives in danger) and promiscuous (talking
about her love for Jack in the process of having sex with
Mike), she’s still a fun character, interesting to watch,
but it does feel like she’s a wrong choice for Jack, who is
a very loyal person. And we know that he would stand for her

83

just like he stands for Mike and Benny, and this expectation
is painful.
Aida, her triple sister, on the other hand, is so
different and substantial that we never think of her as a
victim, even knowing that she just lost her sister Angela to
suicide and that she was molested as a child. Haskell in her
book states that strong female characters like Aida “cease
to be victims … as they take fate into their own hands”
(162). Aida is definitely my Wonder Woman and one of my
favorite characters. It’s obvious from episode two that
she’s one of the crucial characters and one of the most
interesting to follow.
She’s also like a cold shower for everyone fascinated
by Alex (or the idea of Alex), fairly criticizing her all
the time, pointing out who Alex really is, a junkie. Her
being a triplet was a progression from my fascination with
twins. Some of my previous works included identical twins.
Once I killed one sister instead of the other: the killer
didn’t know there was a twin.
Speaking of favorite characters, Adolf made a really
great antagonist. In fact, he’s my first real full-time
villain. On the other hand, I couldn’t help but make Adolf
H. pathetic enough, causing pity and sympathy. I mean, the
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guy was dressed as Hitler by his parents and was also
abused. It doesn’t justify his crimes and the fact that he
abuses his own children, but it makes him a victim too,
starting a conversation about a vicious circle of domestic
abuse, which always interested me, and also a vicious circle
of victimhood.
Despite having all those great characters, I
understand, however, that both episodes could be improved
significantly in the future and will have more chances of
getting made if I utilize the feedback I received from my
fellow writers.
For episode one. First, I will try to explain why Jack
is responsible for Mike’s medical bill and for Mike in
general. I got this question in the workshop as well. In
fact, he doesn’t pay Mike’s medical bill, which pisses Mike
off in episode two because Mike thinks that Jack should. The
idea of absolute friendship, where friends act like a
family, has always been glorified in film and on TV. Quick
examples would be How I Met Your Mother, Sex and the City
and The Big Bang Theory. In those shows friendships are at
the center of the story and deliberately inflated, which is
not bad, in my opinion. In fact, I decided to continue this
tradition of exaggerated TV friendships and made Jack and
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Mike act like a family. No matter how smart, people in the
audience still want to believe in something they either
don’t have or have it a different way: like film/TV
friendships or love, or falling in love at the first sight
like it happened to Jack and Alex. In her article “Thrown on
Their Own Resources: Collaboration as Survival Strategy in
Imitation of Life” Dr. Kristy Branham of Western Kentucky
University talks about two adaptations of Fannie Hurst’s
1933 novel Imitation of Life where two women, white and
black, form an unlikely friendship for mutual survival but
eventually become a family: not a couple, just two genuine
friends who share household for decades. I want something
like that for Jack and Mike but I realize that I need to
find a cinematic way to explain it to the audience and make
it believable.
Next, I think I will make the Mother character visible
because she talks too much for an invisible character and
this is not a sitcom after all. I think I borrowed this
invisibility from The Big Bang Theory where Howard’s Mom was
invisible but then this character was exhausted enough to
make her die. My toxic Mom needs to be visible, especially
considering that I plan a killer second season for her where
she will turn into Tom Hank’s character from Spielberg’s The
Terminal (his mean version).
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For the second episode, I’ll add more action and
motivation for Jack and Benny because they seem stagnant
now, which causes the episode to have less forward momentum.
While Alex and Aida’s relationship is my favorite part of
this episode, it seems like I’m hitting the same spot again
and again, while the episode is named “Adolf H.” and should
be more about him and also Jack and Benny. Lastly, Alex’s
proclamation of love for Jack seems random and too sudden
and I will make sure that she either has more ground for
that love or doesn’t proclaim it at this point. Those are
the changes I’m going to make to improve my episodes.
Here in America I realized a couple of important things
that will hopefully help me in the nearest future. The main
reason of me not being a successful writer is that I didn’t
work hard enough. I have always been self-indulgent and what
I considered hard work wasn’t it even remotely. Another
problem is that working on spec is always followed by
procrastination even though spec projects are obviously the
most ambitious and creative. I started writing Mule Nation
in 2016 and still didn’t do anything to sell it. In two
years I will have to re-register it with the WGAW; hopefully
by that time it will be sold, most likely with the help of
some Russian big-name producers that work closely with
either Hollywood or British television. I don’t want to
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rewrite it in Russian like Nabokov did with Lolita. In my
vision, it’s an English-speaking project.
Another thing is that I’m the only one who can run Mule
Nation because it’s very specific and only I know how to
realize it, considering both my invention of a completely
fictional country named Fafi United Continental Kingdom and
also my characters that literally live their own lives and
I’m just typing, transporting them from their universe or
some other dimensions to the physical computer pages. This
is a rare thing, when characters live by themselves. Rare
and very fortunate. Many people don’t believe in this,
despite reading about it in interviews of well-known
writers. Even more people don’t take it the right way.
Quentin Tarantino mentioned this multiple times in his
interviews, and when I was an inexperienced writer, totally
fascinated by everything Tarantino does and says, I took it
the wrong, lazy way. Now things became much more clear,
thanks to Jack, Benny, Mike, Alex, Aida, and, of course, Mr.
Adolf H. Those fictional people pushed me beyond my
abilities all this time and made me a much better writer
than I was when I came here.
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